army will be wintering there or near there,' he said. If
the Persian King does not climb down, there'll be war
by Easter."

"And what do you think of that?" she asked.

"Our Emperor couldn't have a better time," he said.
"The Persian King is beset by the robber-tribes all along
his northern province. If we could have the frontier
question settled, once for all, then business might return.
That's how Antioch looks at it."

In the cool evening, she walked from the inn to the
Water-Gate, to give the letter to Stephen. Her inn was
in one of the two great streets which crossed in the
heart of the city. Turning away from the city's heart
(the cross-roads), she walked downhill towards the
river. The Water-Gate was at the bridge above the
port. The Gate itself was a noble guard-house and
Customs office. No. 7, the Water-Gate, was one of a
row of little old houses, once the quarters of the dock-
yard officers, but now come down in the world. The
woman at No. 7 said that Stephen was away.

"He's gone up to the north," she said. "I don't know
when he'll be back: not for some days. The roads are
so uncertain now that these robbers are riding. He'll
hardly be back this week: but you might look in, in
case."

This was a disappointment to her; still, there could
be no great hurry. She walked back, admiring the great
beauty of the scene in the glow of the sunset. She was
full of confidence, that Timotheus had spoken truth, that
all was going to be well with her. Her past was over.

She returned to her hotel, meaning to go through an
hour or more of the long and hard exercises learned
by her in the Imperial Dancing-Schools. She had
never neglected them. To be youthful, graceful and